RY MEMBER OF THE FAMILY CAN FIND SOMETHING INTERESTING HERE TO READ _

1. TONEY | TMTONEY
g, Ly Liezror /7. Dorfor

Author of “Pollyanna”

—50

Kicanor K. Porter and |
Alic _Ledper Co,
oughton WiFlin Co,
caeried.
STORY THUS FAR
t LTON, multimillionnite,
ryer, ROWARD . NORTON
jeing 1o give thres of his helre
y hi 100,000 aplece and In-
thelr home town, Hillerton
n motesy.  Whether they
inte of hin estate will depond
¢ use the first legney.
then advertised that Fulton

gmamrrlrl Just at thit
Ih** appears In Hiller

s & remote connection
Fulton hetrs)
al for a_book
the Fulton
. W renl Feilate
« W grover, and P |
a dresemak MRS
jn_ A _socinl climber
ISDELL  belleves S b /.
L] mny @nined 2 4 4 |
whn Emlth gors ho
mie."" Mageie Duff s
® et wife of the second
the mother of the Hinisdei's
feed heraelf 1o her dnvalld
i father nnd is impossd on by ] p |
f.of the Bialkdell family _ . |
¥R goes to room with Mre Frank ;
tkes the daughter of the
ENT, wha hias been denied
becauss of hor
vislting Mrs James Riniwidell
e. Bho is forty-five yoars
is slight as a girl aod good

ER 1V (Continued)

that afternoon that Mr. Smith
systematically to gather
b hie Biaisdell book. He would
byturns all the Hillertan Blale-
decided ; then, when he had ex.
" their resources, he would, of
I\ to the town records and
of Hlllerton and the nelgh-

B e fothock. (hererare. ha
®» lo oteboc Kk, erefore, he E : e
hlmfn'r?nok for the home of | West Side in Hillerton
dell. Remembering Mr, Blals. 1hl-“N'“” i soabul T o
permission to come and awxk v '1"‘1"_1- o Gopnt. e
gestions he liked. he deemed [t mother Blalsdell's =Hrmame )
begin thera Smith’'s pencil was poised ever the open
nG trouble In finding the house, notel .
was no ong in sight_this time, “Surname ?
ed the stepa, The house, |hefore she was m
b, med strangely quiet. He was dear me | don’t know. |
1 to ring the bell when around will, or Flora, or mavhe Frank
of the veranda came n hur- || don't believ ru{ \;11, unless her i;:nrlilr:- .
warnlng volce ke rroveries i Vol evep soe Ve 2 A -
] d‘ Sﬂn'l I"Inlgﬂlr- bl"l‘[' \\‘h:llr bi . W didnt know ;m_\rlllmm :-‘n' CHAPTER |
m' ething that can do . like Frank Blaledell? The ) )
gre e N h In Miss Flora's Album |

ht aighed and shrugred hoer v|||1\.-‘\\j|ll..-
ltgl:‘urﬂ‘? :‘[1{?‘:|-1;]N‘1dr:r|IH;:‘F‘_\ shoulders  with  nn  expressive o WAS the mext afternoon that Mr |
‘waving hair above the gracefully FYABtHY nenE afienoan B8
" head, that he was confronting a of Mize Floka Blajsdell He found it o
woman. Then he saw the silver z shnbby little cottage on A slde |
at the temples and the fine lines Mise Flora herself answered his
‘ ing at him anxiously  with

ef.
ggﬂlm‘ fn'lr Mrs i“:”‘;h.;l"n ighted eyes
SRAlsdell,” Do Rngw ey M. Smith Hfted his hat

¥ Ly f 00 i spnonm, Miss
. ‘m Mr o bri ‘\”-‘anl tn““i!"l l---:.l'.lIr I\'\'L;lh“‘ul‘lh‘fo-rnnt'ul how “T am
8he smiled brightly, then 1| o e A, it vou could tell me some-
1 : he could reply. Yaou ey wondering i M
. m s derl o Gl thing of your father's f& . 1
; Miss Florn, plainly pleised, but flus-
Lered, stepped back for him to enter. |
“i3h, Mr. Smith, come In, come in! 1I'm |
qure I'm glad to tell yvou anything 1
know,” sha beamedushering him into the
Hitle-used “front  room
ought to go to Mageiv
thing=. but Maggie's
You Kknow

mother's

M-

she said {

She smiled brightly, “Oh, you're Mr, Smith.”

Mr Hmith

Yau'll soon find “1'm fiit worryi ! 3
ol his hook shut

smiled cheerily., sna
and got to his feet

“Oh, won't you wait for Mre. Blatsdell?
He can 1well you more, 'mosure”

ot todny, thank you At hig offlen, |
gome time, UL see Mro Blalsdell™ murs |
mured Mr. SEmith, with an odd hagte, |
“RBut 1 thank you very much, Mrs, Blals- |
dell” he bowed In farewell

) |

1K

Blalsdell's?
O 1 see,  But,|
suppose Jim
though

Mother th,

e
A Smith =miled understandingly

i, well, s goodd—1n he interested
in one's busine know."

“But such o T murmured the
lady, with another shrug

“Then you can't tell me Mra
Binlsdell's surname™

“Na. But
will know,
“and that's
here a few minutes
Father Duff's got all
dell’s papers and dinries,
can tell vou n Int of things "
Maggie! Henny eays If we want any-
| thing we ask Aunt Maggie, and 1 don’t
L:'I!-nl h'n_ h--;:- |ul:r.| ) .Lnlul' here 1 am, unmistakably
sending you tn her, =0 soos RRUt vou FeaDy
“Very well, then” smiled Mr Hmith I enn tell vou soms
don't see but what 1 shall hayve 1o oo ns Bl Mathar had it
interview Miss Magele, and Mies Flora. | o s all among her things. And of
1g thers nothing more, then, 1hat you | Covees we had to let |1 stay, as 1f1ng
can tell me?” as Father Duff Vves,  He doesn’t want |
“Well, there’'s Freil. m anything touched ooy Binxﬂlt"-.—-:;:f:
haven't seen him vet, Wao're very proud | yuiid to get "em for us; but. .m"“‘ she |
af  Fred, He's at the head of hig| ooep tried but once,  But 1've got Hnﬂll;?
vlass, pno he's galng to college and be | jpines 've got pletures of n lat o
a Inwyer, And that's another reason| pem. and most of them 1 know quite a
why [ wanted to enome over to this | o about”

. cilde— o0 Fred's aecount. | want him' 4o <he spo
that your = lins, n'lthm.i'g tn meet the right sort of people. You | japnie n big red ph
h RUN AWRLY, ‘llll!r DOY¥. | Lnow It helps 8o much! We think we're | Geating hersell at
’:’“ ‘;mdi“:{:‘;“;.:]‘f"xr' going to Yave Fred a hig man some | and bhegan to tell him
R ; [day ™ one by one
dge. you recognized me| " Sand he was  born,  when?'  Mr | ":2|u" did, indecd, know “ruite a lot" of |
Ill% d ty,” rejoined MF | Smith's penel! was siill poised above an | oS08 e pe T inuypes, portraying Htifr-

h
wtreet
Teroek, 1

RuUfus  per nenr

tell you who
interestodly
Pt You saw her
e, vou  know
of Morher Blois-
Oh, Magele

Jim—h, '
hruks off

Riaisde!l,” he
uhe

oL Mogele
bed v

mAn's eyebrows want up

0 he? The voung rpscal! T
ey "l%ould be edified to hear (t—
eseription.”
_other laughed

hit

demanded : i

. .,ht:.l I(;k:lo hear it—really?"" |

mly should. 1've already col-
few sampies of Benny's descrip-

"

ghall have this one, =i
| .,_Bu th.” She motioned him to

nd dropped easlly into one her-

r sald your were tall and not
you hlﬁ & wreath of light halr
spot, and whiskers thit

AR even as Mr, Pennock's

Then, =a

my  =on You

(o she pleked up from the
o |«thI photograph album !
his =lde she apened

"f". of the pletures,

r,l,m “eﬁ\:n’;';u‘, of ‘,:.‘:\ "I'.‘.'l'}’:_‘-.":fl\"_ ‘_l\ll-‘lnnk“"l-:ll;!ri"_ iy held hunds and staring eves. ghostly
ot described vou to me!* He | the 10th of next month.” .,
mifleantly. “And Migs Besglg, and Benny?

t here to help out.  Mre she's  wmixtoen She'll be

48 111 upstaire—one of her  epreen next winter. She wants o

That is why 1 asked you oo then, buer [ think 1 shall wi

She gels B0 Nervous when | Jittje, she's &0 very youpg: though Gussis

. She thinks it's callers, Pepnock’'s out, and she's only seven-
she won't be ready 1o recelve  tpcn, and the Pennocks are some of our !

she hurries up and beging 10! very lhest people.  They're the richest

“®o 1 asked vou nol to ring. folks in town. vou know .

she tsn't seriously i1 “And enny was horn—when?

L mo, just i headache She has “Fe's elght—or rather nine, next Tues-
. You wanted to see hor?” day Dear me, Mr. Smith, don’t you
But it's not Important at | warnt nnything but dates? They're tire-
gher time, just as well Some | gome things, | think—make one fee] so

1} g oll, you know_ and it shows up how
many wrs vou've been married. Don't

vou think #o? But maybe you're a

bachelor," )

“Yen. I'm a hachelor.”

“are you. indeed? Well |
ot n* course,—home and wife and chil-|
dren, St you gain s things. You

arn‘t tied down, and ¥y« don’t have o

mueh to worry ahout 1= vour mother

lving, or vour father?"

eightecn reproductions  of  daguerreotypes (84

| stern-lipped men and  women, In old-
't-:n:'un :-Llu'k and  kerchief: Immiugr;ll_l!h-’
of stitted family & pealter the he= |
Is-mine-and-T-am-his"  yariety; snap-
chote of ndorahle bables with hlurred
thumbs  nnd noses—never  had Mr
Smith seen their like before
rolitely  he  listened.  Busily, from
time to time. he jotted down a name
nr Then, suddenly, ns she turned
he giave an inveluntary start.
He was looking at o pietured face, evi-)
dentiv cut from a |n-||{itzllml
“Why, whnt —who—-—="
mered
“That th,

q_PV-
ome

o

] that's Mr. Malton, ihe |
millionaire, you know." Miss Flora's
hands fluttered over the page a Hitle
|'.rn|n-r|:ml|\_ wdjusting # corner Inf the
“You must have seen  his le- |
1It's heen everywhere. He's our
toi"

“Oh, Is he?

“Yeu, ‘wuy back somewhere 1 u\r‘\'i-
te]l vou just hew, only 1 knnw ‘he ik
His mother wag o Blaisdel!, That's why
I've nlwavs been en interested in him,
and read evervthing 1 could—in the pa-

zines, yvou know.™
* Mr. John Smith's volce
had bhecome Httle uncertain

“Veg, He ain't very handsome, I8
he™ Misd Flora's eves wers musingly
fixed on the picture hefore her—which
was well, perhaps Mr John Emith's
Mr. Smith's | face was a study just then

| “Fr—n-no, he lsn't.”
“But he's turribly rich, T s'pose. T |
wonder how it feels to have g0 much

money."
There heaing no reply this,
Florn went on, after a moment.

“It must be awful nice—to buy what

stame= |
of course., Oh,

that, too."
in brightly. "But can’t
r. Blaisdell will soon |
fe's coming early ®o 1 can goO
‘have to Ko home

B i, --
ff. My name ls Dufl

“don't mean— Poor Maggie'!"”
 antil the words were ont did Mr, .
realise quite how 1hey would o, I have no-— = relitives
3 “Er—ah—that {s=—" He stum-' Smith sirred, w Qittle unes A1y,

ably, and she came o his| adjusted his book “Perhans, now

Rlaisdell, you cuan give veur
'‘m—"Poor Maggle' " There | muiden name.” 2
K lmﬁumalhln; in her expres- “thy, yea, [ enn glve you that She |
that Mr. Smith could not laughed and bridied self-consclously, |
He was groping for xome-

% “But you needn’t ask when 1 \nlm bu\rll::.l
n i . when suddenly | for T shan't tell yvou, if you do My
v ul““:ﬂ::d“g&hiﬂd them, and | uame was Hattle Snow’

woman at his side sprang to “Harriet.” [ pre

ume.
| penct] was buglly at work i &
ttie, n'"' she “Yew—Harriet Snow. And the Snows |
as m CIJI:;e:leﬂuiudnl} waore Jugt as good as the Blaisdells, if Y
| soreen door and stepped out do ray . There were u lot that want-
weranda. “Here's Mrs, Blals-| od me—aoh, 1 was pretty then, Mr.
Mr. Smith" Smith.” She laughed, and bridled agaln
W's only Mr. Smith!" With o seif-consciously. “But 1 took Jim. He
Hike annoyance Mrs, Hials- | was nandsome then, very—hip dark eves vout want: T mean, without fretting
and held out her hand, | and dark halr, ind so dreamy and po- | apagt how mueh It costs. 1 never did,
ok e pale, and her halr hung n bit | etlcal-looking ; and there wasn't a glr.'. But I'd lke to.”
t one ear below a soma- thnt hadn't set her cap for him.  And| What would you do—if yvou could
pyramid of puffs. Her he's been a good hushigd to me 01 von had the money, 1 mean?" queried
h manifestly an expensive | be sure, he lsn't quite =0 ambitlous az|ye gmith, almost eagerly.
haste In lts fastenings. he might be, perhaps I always did sHios Thorl IaiiEied
volces. and 1 thought helleve in being- somasody. and. getting el Ih--r&-:u three things 1 know 1'd
‘had come “a ecaller. So I/somewhere. Don't you? But p—he's i i Iy, of courseé but they're
- B always for hanging back and saying how | 40 They're sllly, o uurt—-.l u they e
? much Il cost. Then to one he doesn’'t | What 1 want. Its a phonygraph. an
end up by sayving we can't afford ¢ |17 Niagara Falls, and to go into
He's like Jane—Frank's wife, whers | Novil's restaurant and order what I
vou board, ¥ou know—only June's warse | Wint without even I"Hkln‘u‘ nl the
than Jim ever thought of heing She t-:-lv---_lufh-r em. Now you're luushhlgl
won't apend even what she's got If | nl me . < Vi
sm f)e she wWo s Laughing? XNot a bit of it There
she's gut ten dollars, she won't spend B, aqpceder i G Pl S AR e dll

but five cents, if whe can help it Now, . . . i
1 belleve {n taking some comfort us you | VOIC® What's more, T hope you'll get
. T them—=ome time,"

along. But Jane rentest saver [ b '
5:’3:1 rﬁf’l B H-‘-.'n-ru leok out, Mr Miss Flors sighed. Her face
' suddenly plnched and oid

Smith, that dosxn’t try tn save
fesding you at all!” she finlshed merrily. “I ghan't. 1 ¢ouldn’t, you know., Why, !

__have
! nrint,

ture
cousin,

vou miss a

Mr
and
Mrs,
own |

me

tn

Miss

it you're better.” smiled
“Then 1'll go, If you
8. Mr. Smith has come to
ne questions, Hattle. Good-
h another cheery smile and
Mr. Emith, she disappeared
hous.s. A minute later Mr
her hurrying down a side
the street
' eall to ask some gquestions?™
sank languldly Into

the Blaisdell family—yen
ips another day, when vou are

e

Ineked |
he

| by
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DAILY NOVELETTE

MARY, MARY. QUITE CONTRARY

BL'RII\' rubhed  his  shoes  on
geraper until his feet burned befors
entering  Miss  Buassett’'s  Immaculate
Kkitehen with his steawberries. She was
famed for being the neatest housekeeper
In Westhury, Mierohes hurried by her
deor, hut never entered, and it would
have seamed a sacrlilege o have car-
ried dust inte that speckiess domnin
“Come In, Robert,” she ealled In her
firm. elear volee. Here agaln she wan
different Nobody else ever called him
the name his godfathers nnd god-
mothers had given him, unles2 indeed
it was father at certpndn unforgettable
times when he desired an interview in
the wondghed  He Inoked with admiring
eves on the spotless floor and shining
arove, while Miss Baesett emptied the
lusclous frult Into n big yellow bowl,
£1111 he thought fondly of the old kitehen
at home, and the couch, sagged by many
n jolly rlide on its springs with Tiger.
the anclent family o¢at, Algs in  the
vorner was the pleasant tahle full r)f
fathers' farm Jjournale and  mother's
hig work basket generally yawmng with
ltis stockings full of darning hole=
“Mary s golng to have n larger gar-
den than usual this year, lsn't =he?
agked Miss Bageety ne she ("‘lll'l"':’ the
money into Bubby's hand out «of her
tidy nn pocket
mfiurll!?nt.- Tmh nnt answer for n mnrm-m.l
He wondered if she noticed his uﬂm__\
knookles,  Mary had warnd d him before
he left home to serub up
wyer'm.” he Annlly sald in answ .
her aquestlin “Qhe wantg o ralse
anough vegctables o can a_lot for
mother, hesides all xhe sells Sho pays
me commisginn, ton” he arlded proudly.
Miss Bussett miled. “Mary's HINArt
girl and n pretey one, and 1 helieve
her summer farming better than teach
the winter.
lni&m-l-!: Hked to hear his sister praised
and hix estimation of Miss Hassctt rose,
especially  when ehe returmed from the
pantry with two sugared donghnuts

er to

They had not had anything as unwnr—!

like ag that for several months at home,

He told Mary of his conversation with
Miss Bagsell on his return. Mary smiled
dreamlily, although there was a ead ex-
pressicn In her blue eyes that had heen
there quite often of late. She took the
money that Bubhy gave her and left a
shining nickel in his hand, not even no-
ticing the dirt, much to her young hroth-
er's wonderment.  True, she did prefer
the freedom of the out-of-door life to the
clpsed schoolrpom.  Yet last winter had
heen very happy in more ways than one
in the distunt town where she had
taught, especially after she had met Tod

Winthirop @t the club danee, The ndmira- |

apparently mutual., and
cvenings were spent (o=
gether fust lost her heart to the
strapping youtg fellow.  All went well
1In'11 one evening the course of the von-
versation turned (o the subject of women
taking men's places In various occeupi-
tlong, Ted, not knowing Mary's partlcu- |

had been
pleasant

tion
many

| Tar hobby, spoke rather warmly ngninst
f

kirle trving to farm.  Mary,
other membears of her wng In-
tensely patriotic and v roud of her
older brother John, who had been these |
many monthe In France, leaving his girl |
bride (another Mary, by the wayv) at
home with them, So her spark of temper
came to the surface and she gpoke gome
things to her lasting regret.  However,
the deed wax done

Hke all the

see him again,  So this summer wag not
such a happy one s those previous had
been, for down in her heart there was
always nn aehing spot

Hrn_\'l‘\'vr. the warm dayvs cnme
Marv's energy and patience were pe.
wiarded hy succeasful crops, which not
only  swelled her bank account, bul
helped very materlully to fill her mothe
er's store closet in the cellar. Bubby,
ton, showed such business ability that
his nickels came qulte fast and wers
spent for Jollypops or fish honks or
whatever elge he deemed necesanry ol
the time for his own welfare. Unfor-
tunately he awoke one morning te find
he had developed a fine ease of mumps
over night.  This meant ten dayvs' im-
prisonment at the least, He tried (o
pluy the glad gume and feel thankful
they had not put In an appearance the
week hefore when the clrcus was in
town.  Still, he drew a sigh a8 he saw
Mary. trimly dressed In white, go down
the road with a baskel of peas on her
arm to dellver to Miss Hassett herself,
Alns, it was Saturday, too, the day she
always made sugared doughnuts; many
of which Bubby had sampled  Mary,
with no idea of her young brother's re-
grets or sighs, walked along the shady
road, her mind busy with thoughts of
olther things,

Indeed, ®0 occupled was ahe that it
was with surprise that she found her-
uelf so soon i front of Miss Basseit's

it T bad the money, T shouldn't spend
It—not for them things.
thoes or o new dress. And [ couldn't he
g0 rich 1 wouldn't notice what the prices
wits—of what 1 ate, But, then, 1 don't
helleve anvbody's that, not even him.”
She pointed to the pleture stlll open
before them

“NoT  Mr. BEmith, hig eyes bent upon
the pleture, was Iooking thoughtful,
had the iir of @ man to whom has come
l"I hrand-new, somewhat disconcerting
den .

Miss Flora, glancing from the man to
tha pleture and back agoln, gave a sud-
den exclamation,

“There, now I know who it (g that you
remind me of, Mr. Bmith, It's him-=Mr,
Fulton, there

“Klh! WhatT'
little startied,

“Something about the eyveg and nose.”
Miss Floran was #till interestedly compar-
ing the man and the pleture, “But, then,
thut ain't so strange. You're a Blals-
dell yourself, DPldn't you say you was a
Blalsdell 7"

“Er—v-yves, oh ves. I'm a Blalsdell,"
nodded Mr. Smith hastily. *“Very likely
I've got the—er—Blalsdell nose. Eh?"

Mr, Smith looked not a

| Then he turned a leaf of the album ab-
(ruptly, decidedly,

“And who may this
be?" ha demanded, pointing to a tin-
type of a bright-faced young girl,

CONTINUED TOMORROW

Great demand for the EVENING
PUBLIC LEDGHER may cnuse you
to miss an installment of this very
Interesting story. You had better,
therefore, telephone or write Lo the
Cirenlation Department or ask your
newsdealer this afiernoon to leave
the EVENING PUBLIC LEDGER at
your home,

By Adelaide R. Kemp

the )

Hkes |

t for he left town Im- |
| mediately, and she did not hear from or

nnd |

I'd be needing |

He |

unint old-fashloned farmhouse. Not
standing In quite as much awe of the
spotless kitehon as Bubby, she entered
uickly and was fairly in the room he-
ore she notleed a Khakl-clad fAgure
aitting Iin the little rocker by the win-
dow,

“This
Mary,"”
wmile.
soon.’
The figure by the window rose guick-
I¥ while Mary, murmuring some unin-
telligible remark about having met him
hefore, dropped her basgket ‘and fled,
much to Miss Basaett's astonishment,
Searcely heeding the road, she hurried
home and up to her room, there Lo
sperdily change her light firock for a
khaki skirt and stout 11it)e garden shoes
and then out to her beloved garden.
Her mind was in a whirl, Ted Win-
throp was Miss Bassgett's nepheaw and
he war golng to France soon

She hardly knew whether she was
rlrldng peag or beane. She heard noth-
ng until a tall Agure stepped up to her
side and strong armas held her close
while Ted's dear famliliar volee wise-
pered In her ear, “Mary, Mary, quite
contrary, how does your garden grow?"
Explanations, although unnecessary,
| were soon made, for he had  lost no
time In carrying out his beloved project
to jein the boys “over there.” Mary
| offered her most humble apologies for
her thoughtless words and was quickly
forgiven

Bubby, gazing out of window,
wns somewhat surprised, to say the
lenst, when hls sister came up the path
with a tall soldier’'s arm about her

i my nephew. Ted Winthrop,
wnld Migs Bassett with a_proud
“He expects to be in France

the

walrt and her pretty face covered with?

blushes, When the family had some-
what recovered from thelr own as-
tonishment, Bubby took Tiger under his
arm and went out on the old couch, He
had read u good many of hin father's
papers and was somrwﬁnl of a philoso-
pher In hilg own small way

“] suppose, Tige, It'= all right,” be
sald, addressing his old feline friend,
“and we will have another service flng
In the window bepide John's. At the
same time ft's thinge like that, Tige,
thit cause the shortage of farm labor.”

Tomorrow's Complete

Novelette—
“TENNI&"

Her Reply
“Money won't buy
my dear.”
“No, but it will buy
| things that ~avould
happy.”

hippiness,

& Iot of the
make me

“DREAMLAND ADVENTURES”

By DADDY
“OLD KING CROW" |

A complete, 1ﬂsm adventure each week, boyinning Monday And ending Raturday.

CHAPTER 1II
In the Power of the Ogre

(Pepoy, poing with the Night
Hawks, the Owls and the Whip-
Poor-Wills, to attack the Crows, i
startled to learn’ that the King of
Crows 18 an ogre and magician,
She plans to capture him.)

S!.'nl"'l‘ NIGHT HAWK gulded the
i attacking party over the trectops to-
ward the center of the gloomy, silent
| wonde, 1t was now gquite dark even in
the sky above the forest, while down he-
low It seemed pltch black. High In the
hepvens the stars  were twinkling
Cbrightly. Occaslonnlly Peggy saw a
| fash of light below. Could It be water
| reflecting the starlight? Xo, for tne
fiashes came where the trees were thick-
est and sometimes from high up among
the trees. Did the Crows have watchmen
who earried flashlights?
‘ “What are those sparks of lgnt?" she
whispered to Brownle Owl,
“Fireflice ! answered Brownie Owr,
“They are fine to eat on a chilly night.”
Peggy didn’t think they wonld be fine
to evatl nt any time. Bhe watched them
with fascinated Interest as they sparkled
here, there and everywhere by the dozens
rand scoren.  Instend of glving the com-
|fnrt thiut a regular Hght would do, they
geemed to add to the mysterious welrd-
ness uf the woods at night. Peggy hopeg
they.ware not keeping the Crows nwaks,
Seout Night Hawk flew untit they
came to g group of trees higher than the
others. .
“Old King Crow has hls cavern a
:I-.n- fool of these trees,” he cnirped soft-

They arranged themselves in form of
| attack, with the Night Hawks going
ahead, the Owls who were (o gelze King
Crow coming next, and then Peggy in
her charlot. The Whip-Foor-Wills
formed a rearguard, which was to fight
the way out if the Crows became
aroused after the capture of King Crow,

Plunging _down among the troees
geomed to Perggy like dropping fito o
deep well—It was so dark, The flashes
of the fireflies were much brighter here
and by them Peggy caught quick
glimpees of large nests In which were
slespin Crows, Therse were (Crows
perched also on the limbs of trees—an
many of them that Peggy thought that
they must be numbered by the thous-
ands,  SBuppose they should wake up and
envelope the attacking army! It was
not pleagant to think about.

Peggy wondered how the Night Blrds
could find thelr way through the murky
bluckness. They scemed very sure and

. The Achievement

|;\ few strong turns of hand and wrist,
And 10! the thing was done:
i.\l}- name Inseribed upon the list

Of thoss whose palm I8 won
Almost surpussing man's bellef

This deed achieved by me:
1 found a tin of bully beef

That opened with its Key

Clvillans may not know It, but
To soldiers 'twill be piain,

That thus 1 have eontrived to cut
A niche within the fane.

When and wherever soldlers meet
They shall not fail to speak

Of me and my astounding feat—
Unparalleled, unigue.

There may, where leglong c¢lagh and
break,

Ba braver herves far

(In point of fact, for England's sake,
I'm glad to think there are)

They rouse if e no envious grief;
I am content to he

The Man Who Opened Bully Heel
With lis Appointed Kew.

—London Opinion.

Obedience

Samuel Grindstone was o hustier of
| the modern school. He belleved in the
gospel of speeding-up

| Over every desk In his office he planced
a large printed notice reading® “Do It
Now!"

| But a week later, with tired fingers
|nncl exhausgted alr, he tore them all
| down.

“Hallo " sald a friend, davhing In on
the ceremony of destruction. "What's
up! Doesn't hustling pay? Going back
to the old leisurely methods?"

“Yes, 1 am,” snorted CGrindstone.
“Himstling doesn't pay. [ gave sixpence
cach for thess notices, thinking they'd
| spur my staff on to hard work.”

"Well 7

“Well, the net result is that they've
ali acted on the motto. The chief cashier
has bolted with the contents of the safe;
my iypist has eloped with my youngest
son; four juniors came in yvesterday to
ask for a ralse; and the office boy has
found a better job and gone off to it."—
Answers,

Merely o Suggestion

The tram-car was very crowded when
the rural couple got aboard. At the
door the young man looked down doubt-
fully into the pretty eyes of the blushing
bride.

“Da you think you can
here?” he asked. dublously.

Whereupon she put her lips to his car
| and whispered very softly:
| “Don't you think, dearie, we'd better
witlt untll we get to the hotel?"—Pear-
son's Weekly.

squeeze in

There were crows perchade also on
the limbs of trees

confident, however, as they flitted
through the branches, Her charlot was
oceasionally brushed by twigs, but the
Whip-Poar-Wills were very oareful to
guard hor agains® ceal harm.

At a signal from Scout Night
the Birds carrying the charlot
polped In the alr, while the Owls
Night Hawks wsank lower (o
King Crow It was very st in oo
forest, The firefiles had vanished., Tne
only gound was the rustling _beat of the
Whip-Poor-Wills' wings ns .',\' held tha
chariot suspended.

All of a sudden thers was a sharp,
snappy  whire, Swift moving forms
darted through the biackness In a sur-
prise attack upon the N

Bals "
us, Fly ! shriek
Hawk,

Instantly  there

Hawk,
hune
ane
seek

ed Scout

was a  Mashing of

lights as the fireflles threw their glows
upon the fight, Following quickly came
a confused Rapping roar as the Crows
awoke and took wing.

Peggy was heaten and half smothered
amidet a (urmoll of feathers. Then she
felt  herself rlrnpplnm. dropping.  The
rush of the Crows had carried away
the Whip-Ponr-Wille. Her charlot was
falling lo the groun#,

But it did pot tumble with a thump
The canopy over the throne scted as A
parachute, breaking the fall, so that
when the charlot finally crashed throu
n maes of lenves and hit the ground,
Peggy felt only a sharp Jolt,

Lights sdddeniy biaged up all around
her, dazzling her for a moment. h
found herself in what at first ap u'aa
to be a cavern, but whien was mnlll;'ennl
a thick hower of ghrubbery. ‘The walls
weemed stvdded with ting electrle lights,
but n secand ook disclosed that the elec.
trie lights were simply myriads of fire-
fites, Anzhing thelr raya eo rapidly and
in such numbers that the glow was con=
tinuoug

Peggy waa astonigshed-—then her aston-
Ishment turned to startled amazement
ng she Jooked up and saw, gasing down
nt her from & throne, the biggest, black-
est Crow she had ever met,

The Crow was chuckling and shaking
with evil glee.

“Surprise ! Surprige, Princess Peggy !

me to the court of King Crow!"
Then he broke into o loud
Caw! Caw!"

There was a threat in this laugh and
in this glee. And the threat was ems
phasized by the cruel gleam in the Crow's
beady eyes.

TCaw D Caw Caw! Thie |8 a pleas-
ure not altogether unexpected. My sples
tald me you were coming, and- | have
walted up to recelve you, Welcome to
Crows’ Hoost. We shall have a merr
time, Princess Peggy. You =hall dance
and then we shall feast.)'” And  he-
chuekled In a way that made Peggy's
blood run  eold, for she remembered

what Brownle Owl had gald about King, - == '

C'row,

“He's an ogre and a magiclan, He
charmpg Hirds and makes them dance
themselves to death; then he cats them."

But he wouldn't eharm  her: he
wouldn’t make her dance; he wouldn't
feast off her. Peggy tore her gaze away
from the fascinating glitter of his eves,
and fixed them steadfastly on his toes

(Tomorrow will be told how a rival
in magic appears to test the powcers
of King Crow in an effort to set
Pegoy free.)

WHERE THEY FLEW OFF
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The ‘olone!
l)ul!.nns'.-rr my tunle, Bodger,

—Lnndon Opinkon,

(noted for his healthy appetitel—1Ive ost o couple ol

Bat-man—VYessir, I'd better senrch for ‘em in the orflcer’s mess,

Second Sight

An old gypsy woman boarded a Mar-
ket street car and seated herself heside
i fashlonably dressed matron
ability shifted its skirts
away.

“Don't put on alre”
woman, “You have, only
your pocket.”

Her victim flyshed and the
grinned. Tt may have been Kindnesa of
heart that prompted one man to cause
diversion. “Maybe you tell how
much money I've got in my pockets,” he
suggested,

“Twenty dollars *and eleven
sitld the gypsy without hesitation.

“I admit the twenty,” sald the man
“I have a twenty-dollar bill; but 1
haven't the eleven cente"

“Oh yes, you have'' persisted
gypay. “Feel in your right hand
nocket,"

So the man felt there and pulled out
a dime and & penny he had forgotten,

Kverybody was “sitting up and taking
notlee” by this time. “Perhaps you can
tell us when the war will end?” said vne
man,

“In six months," sald the gypsy | “and
the Kaiser will commit suleide.”

A true story? 1 don't Know. | only
know it was told by a rellable man who
“heard It" from somebody else. And |
am willing to confess that It sounds too
“good" to be true

lespect -
and  edged
eala

the gypsy

cents Iin

vrowd

oin

cents"”

the
Vsl

Just as She Wanted Him

In the soft firelight the hoarding house
elitting room looked nlmost cozy and wt-
tractive. The warmth and comfort thaw-
od the heart of the oldest lodger.

In an expansive moment he turned to.
ward the landlady, who was hig only
vompanion in the room, and, clasping
her hands fondly, murmured:

“Will you be my wife?"

The woman did not start or blush, No
maidenly coyness shone from her clear,
cold eyes .

“No, 8ir,”" she replled with calm de-
liberation. "I'm eorry, but | cannot mar-
ry you. You've heen here four Years,
and are much too good a boarder to be
put on the free list."—Pearson's Weekly,

Thrift

The commercla] traveler met Sandy,
the canny one, emerging from the post
office.

“Ah! Sandy!” eried the commercial,
“it is good to see A prosperous farmer
ns yourself—not forgetful of his coun-
try! You have been in the postoffice
to purchase war bonds?"

“Nay," sald Sandy easily.

“Oh! Then, perhaps you have put a
little money Iin the savings banks that
it may help the country?

“Nay !

“Well," sald the traveler ne a last
resart, 1 suppose that you have bought
# postal order to gend to some poor
acqualntance

“Nay, 've been in to fill my fountaln
pen? ' —Idenl.

My temper mostly |8 serone,

For vulgur strife I'm never keen:

And yet I yearn to swat the man

Who's always saying “different than."
—HKee Maxwell, in Akron Times.

I think he is the seolfsaine guy

Who mukes me grit my tecth and cry

And doubt the spread of education—

He always calls it “Avv-lation,"

—Ted Robinson, In Cleveland Plain-
Dealer,

The two descriptions make us think

You've landed on the selfsame gink

Who our angora al wiys gets

Because he speaks of “cabarets.’

—(harley Leedy, in Youngstown ‘Tele-
Eram.

We've met him on the dining car

When on vacations speeding far;

Our capricornis this duck gets

By ordering “egg omeletiny,"
—~Houalon Post.

This doubtless is the selfsame dub
You meet in office and In club

Whu merits Fate's severest stings
By gabbing of “these kind of things."

A Poor Barber

"It 8 o ostrange thing,” said the pro-
fessor, “1 wns shaved this morning by a
man who really is, 1 suppose, a little
above belng a barber. T know of my
own knowledge that he studied at Held-
elberg, and spent several years In
other  foreign oducational centers, ¥
know, also ef my own knowledge, that
he has contribfited scientific articles to
our best magrzines, and has numbered
among his intimate friends men of the
highest soctal and scientifie standing in
Europe. And yet,” sollloquized the
professor, “he can't shiave & man de-
cently.”

“By Jove!" exclalmed young Rounder,
in astonishment. *What ls he a barber
far, with all those accomplishments?"

“Oh, he lzn't & barber,” gald the pro-
fessor, yawning. “You see, 1 shaved my-
self this morning." —Tit-Bits.

Cruel

Although he was a photographer he
was one of those marble-hearted, cold-
As-lce blokes who frecze you with &
word or n glance,

There came to him one day a chatty
voung thing who wanted her photo tak-
en. i

“You'll make my pleture pretty, won't
you?" ghe said, after a string of ingeni-
ous nnd useless remarks,

“Certainly,” gald the bloke of bromide,
“but that will be seven-and-six extra,'—
London ldeas. -

patter, Mrs, Blaisdell”
» She smiled a Mttle more
*1 epn answer today as well
hough I'm not sure 1 ecan |
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